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SPELLS. 

There's a fpell in home fcenes, in haunts long 

forfaken : 
Oh! that fpell has a charm whofe power none 

may tell ; 
It thrills to the heart — oh! how deeply mif- 

taken 
Are thofe who think feelings are dead to a 

fpell. 

There's a fpell which can touch e'en the deepeft 

of feeling, 
A charm all unbidden, roufe old hopes again ; 



2 SPELLS. 

We deem'd they had flumber'd, now we feel 

they are ftealing 
Back, back to our minds clafp'd in memory's 

chain. 

There's a fpell in a word, or a tone, we had 

treafur'd 
In the deepeft recefs of our memory's cell, 
Though a filence of years may pafs o'er us 

unmeafur'd, 
Yet think not that filence is deaf to a fpell. 

There's a fpell in old fongs, and entranced we 

liften 
To words which awaken the thoughts of the 

part; 
There's a deep fpell in mufic, and tear-drops 

will gliften 
In eyes that ne'er weep, though by forrow 

o'ercaft. 



SPELLS. 3 

There's a fpell in that filence of long-felt devotion 
Which feeks but to tell its foft tale to the 

heart; 
There's a fpell in a figh — Oh! how deep the 

emotion 
We feel when the tongue can no language 

impart. 

There's a fpell in the look of a lov'd one when 
fadnefs 

O'erwhelms with dark clouds the eyes that 
we love ; 

There's a bright fpell comes o'er us, when ra- 
diant with gladnefs, 

Eyes fhine with a light that feems kindled 
above. 

There's a fpell in the prefence of friends who are 
dwelling 



4 SPELLS. 

In bonds of affeftion. We ftrive not to 

quell 
The fweet feeling of love in our own bofom 

welling 
Towards the hearts that can feel the charm 

of that fpell. 

There's a fpell in the night wind, whofe long 
lulling whifpers 

Would woo us fo foftly, fo calmly, to reft ; 

Oh ! we feel we are fpell-bound ; let thofe even- 
ing vefpers 

Charm never fo fweetly, they fadden the 
breaft. 

There's a fpell in thofe murmurs ; we lofe their 

low greeting 
In thoughts of the future, the paft, and its 

tears ; 



SPELLS. 5 

Then the voice of the night-wind to us fpeaks of 

meeting 
Our lov'd ones no more ; it overwhelms us with 

fears. 



There's a fpell in the found, in the fwell of the 

ocean, 
Its tempefts fo ftormy, its waves rolling deep ; 
Again we behold it, how luU'd our emotion. 
Its ftorms are ^11 o'er, and we've ceaskl to 

weep. 

There's a fpell in the moon, while calmly fhe's 

riding 
Amidft the dark clouds thickly gathering 

around : 
How holy her face, as fhe's calmly abiding 
Till the gloom fhall difperfe and her light fhall 

abound. 



6 SPELLS. 

There's a fpell in that ftar which fo brightly is 

gleaming, 
New hope in the heart, fhedding peace o'er 

the bread ; 
There is ftrength in the love which is conftantly 

beaming. 
On forrow the light, that "All's for the beft." 



VOICES OF EVENING. 



Softly the Evening light 
Fades from the (ky, 

Swiftly the veil of night 
Spreads far and nigh. 

Brightly the Evening ftar 
Beams from above, 

Nightly its vigils are 
Watches of love. 

Gladly the fummer bird 
Speeds to his neft, 

Clearly his fongs are heard, 
Carols of reft 



VOICES OF EVENING. 

Trilling his Evening prayer 

He can rejoice, 
Bidding the fummer air 

Echo his voice. 

Softly the winds of peace 

Whifper along, 
Quickly the founds increafe 

Into a fong. 

Nature's voice fills the air, 

Carols of praife : 
Man, too, in joyful prayer. 

His voice fhould raife. 



THE SNOWDROP. 



Arise ! thou little fleeper, 
Lift up thy drooping head ; 

Elfe art thou like a weeper 
Befide fome lowly bed. 

How frail and weak, yet fearlefs, 
Art thou, my fnowdrop flower ; 

How pale and meek, yet peerlefs, 
For purity 's thy dower. 

Whilft mufing on thy whitenefs, 

I wonder at thy birth, 
Or e'er the fpring fun's brightnefs 

Glad promife gave to earth. 



lO THE SNOWDROP. 

No gentle fouth winds blefs'd thee, 
No dewdrops kifs*d thy brow, 

No glowing funlight drefs'd thee. 
Pale, well nigh huelefs, thou ! 

The ruthlefs north wind fweepeth 
With bitter murmurs by, 

Whilft one ftray funbeam peepeth 
So wanly from the (ky. 

The winged fnow keeps falling, 
But melteth not in tears ; 

For winter's laft bom darling 
In graceful guife appears. 

Art thou a wintry bloffom, 
Or fome fair child of fpring ? 

Thou rifeft from earth's bofom, 
A fnow-like offering. 



THE SNOWDROP. II 

Say ! art thou foftly weeping 
That thus thou bendeft low ? 

Or, art thou ever keeping 
Some vigil of the fnow ? 

When down befide thee (looping 

I gently raife thy head, 
Behold ! no mournful drooping, 

But fweet pure fmiles inftead. 

And, whilft I gaze, the femblance 

Of fomething I can trace, 
That beareth a refemblance 

To fome bright dreamland face. 

Anon there cometh o*er me 

A thought — or fhall I deem 
That, rifing now before me 

Some long forgotten dream, 



12 THE SNOWDROP. 

That memory awaketh 
By her myfterious chords ; 

As when a fweet fpell breaketh 
Long filence into words. 

A child of loving prefence, 
A child of tender years, 

That mourneth in the abfence 
Of fummer — ay, with tears. 

She weepeth for the flowers, 
All dead beneath the fnow ; 

She feeketh for the bowers 
Where they were wont to grow. 

She longeth for the voices 
Of lovefong fummer birds ; 

No more the child rejoices 
*Midft happy flocks and herds. 



THE SNOWDROP. 1 3 

But most of all fhe pineth 
For glowing rummer's light ; 

Alas ! no more it ftiineth, 
Eve dieth into night. 

Yet hath fhe heard that fummer 

Is found beyond the hills, 
And in unbroken flumber 

She feem'd to hear the rills 

That charmed her ear to gladnefs, 

Until with joy fhe fang, 
Forgetting all her fadnefs : 

Whilft all the wild wood rang 

With fong of birds and cooing 

Of dove to his lov*d mate. 
All — ^all fo fondly wooing 

The child to fhare their fate : 



14 THE SNOWDROP. 

Until fhe grew half tearful, 
Still longing — feared to go ; 

The mountains looked fo drearful 
In their cold garb of fnow. 

And yet — beyond lay fmiling 
That fair and funny land, 

With dream-power fo beguiling. 
She feemed to fee a hand 

That beckoned her to follow, 
And held forth fruit and flowers, 

That grew in every hollow 
Of thofe bright diftant bowers. 

The child arofe — and trembling, 
Went out into the night 

In tranced fleep — refembling 
A fpirit rob'd in white. 



THE SNOWDROP. * IS 

Firft fleetly, then how flowly 
Thofe childifh footfteps fped, 

Whilft calm, unmov'd and holy, 
The moon fhone overhead. 

The ftars with pitying glances 
Now gaz'd, now veil'd their eyes. 

Now darted fiery lances 
Of light acrofs the fkies. 

" Oh ! pleafant land of fummer. 
Where art thou ?" cried the child ; 

Then — ^waking with a fhudder, 
Gaz*d round, bewildered, wild. 

And then there came upon her 

A lonely fenfe of woe : 
Above, around, beyond her. 

Lay one white wafte of fnow. 



1 6 f THE SNOWDROP. 

Onwards — ^flie muft fpeed onwards 

In pain acrofs the dell ; 
Homewards — in vain now homewards, 

For down the fteep fhe fell. 

And, grafping, fhe fank deeper. 

The fnow drift's yielding bread 
Received the little weeper 

Into her laft cold reft. 

" I come now, gentle fummer/' 
She cried, with frozen breath, 

Then on the waves of flumber 
She drifted unto death. 

The Angel of the Flowers, 
Companionate and fweet. 

Brought from his blooming bowers 
An emblem pure and meet. 



THE SNOWDROP. \^ 

With tender pity gazing, 
He wept o'er that fair child ; 

Then looking heavenwards, raifing 
His glorious face, he fmiFd. 

" Thou lovely child of fummer, 

Thy guilelefs fpirit leaves 
The earth, a fweet new-comer 

Heaven's crown of life receives." 
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THE HEARTSEASE. 



Heartsease! thy name is mufic, and thefpell, 
That deep within thy fmiling flower doth dwell, 
Springs from a fource whence love and truth 

combine 
To give to happinefs thy flowret's fhrine. 

Heartfeafe ! thy fmile is guilelefs ! like a child, 
Whofe eyes inquiring, feek his mother mild. 
The foul's affeftion beameth in her gaze — 
Thou too doft woo the funlighfs loving rays. 

Heartfeafe ! thy look is peaceful, fatisfied. 
Like wedded hearts that have affeftion tried 
Thro* weal and woe, and found it purified ; 



THE HEARTSEASE, 1 9 

Affliftion's fire hath left it bright and pure, 
And bleffednefs doth bid it aye endure. 



Heartfeafe ! thine eye is truthful ! like a ftar, 
Radiant and watchful as the planets are. 
The truth thou teacheft is, that fweet content 
Securely dwells where faith with love is blent. 

Heartfeafe ! thy face is blifsful. Happinefs 
Shines on thy brow beftowing its excefs. 
Deep in thy floweret's heart the funlight flows, 
Thy purple fheen with brighter radiance glows. 

Heartfeafe! thou art all truftful! Hope hath 

thrown 
His wand on earth, this boon is now thine own ; 
Thy ftem and leaflets fhare with other flowers 
The green renew'd by funlight and by fhowers. 



20 THE HEARTSEASE. 

Heartfeafe! thou'rt ofttimes tearful! but thy 

tears 
Enhance thy beauty when the fun appears. 
If 'neath unwonted weight thy flowerets bend 
One moment earthward, feeking there a friend, 
Infpiring love-beams their fweet influence fend. 

Heartfeafe ! thou'rt foothing ! To affeftion's 

touch 
Thou'rt aye refponfive, for thou loveft much, 
If (as I ween) blooming flowers impart 
The fragrance of pure nature's loving heart. 

Heartfeafe ! an angel, gazing on the flowers, 
Perchance hath left his fmile amidft the bowers : 
Thou mad*st it thine, thy language to the foul 
Wordlefs yet fpeaketh, only to extol 
The wondrous harmony of nature's whole. 
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THE LOVE BIRD. 



Methought I faw a form of light defcending 

In femblance like a dove, 
Love, joy, and peace upon its flight attending. 

Brought comfort from above. 

Not only in the homes of peace and gladnefs 
The bird abode awhile ; [fadnefs. 

But in the haunts where want was wed with 
There beamed its cheering fmile. 

Like as a dove, unto the meek and lowly 

The winged fpirit came, 
And on each head, invifible and holy. 

Shone pentecoftal flame. 



22 THE LOVE BIRD. 

Thofe who on earth a weary watch were keeping, 

Night vigils of the foul ; 
Who read the ftellar lore, with eyes whofeweeping 

Dimm'd the illumined fcrolL 



The fpirit came, when many years of longing 
Unanfwer'd had roll'd on ; [thronging, 

The beaming love-lights on their footfteps 
At laft, refponfive (hone. 

Unfeen, unheard, the love bird's fpirit prefence 

Sheds funlight on the mind ; 
Unfelt, unknown, fave in the heart's deep eflence, 

Affeftion thrice refin-d. 

I watched it feeking the abodes of childhood, 

And faw it enter there, 
Cafting a fpell that oft endures in manhood. 

With promife bright and fair ; 



THE LOVE BIRD. 23 

Linking the children with a pure affeftion, 

Enthralled in chains of gold ; 
Bright as the heart's firft thrilling recolleftion, 

Glowing with joy untold. 

There, o'er the mother who with words endearing 

Luird her fweet babe to reft, 
I faw, with wings outfpread, the bird was nearing 

To neftle in her breaft 

Then I beheld a maiden's hand carefling 

Awhile the dove-like bird. 
With yearning heart, and eyes that were exprefling 

The one all powerful word. 

She gaz'd on high, a wondrous tear-fmile glowing 

With rapture o'er her brow ; 
For flie had feen the night ftar clearly fhowing 

The path to follow now. 



24 THE LOVE BIRD. 

She Hften'd to the fong the bird was finging, 
Her heart, refponfive, woke ; [ringing, 

Its inmoft chords with that low love-chaunt 
Their life-long filence broke. 

With words of fire, unto her foul revealing 

The fecret of a life 
Erewhile unknown, but now upon her ftealing, 

With power and impulfe rife. 

And yet to men the filence feem'd unbroken. 

To them the fcroU was furFd : 
Save in the heart alone, the words unfpoken 

Were mute unto the world. 

The fpirit dove knows every afpiration 

To which the mind gives birth. 
And gifted with the power of infpiration, 

Sheds heaven's own light on earth. 



THE LOVE BIRD. 2$ 

Father of Heaven ; that name on earth is holy, 

The emblem form of Thine ; 
The parents' heart, alike in high and lowly. 

Is type of the Divine. 

The vifion of the Dove's interior prefence 

Hallows the homes of thofe 
Who feek to hold the cenfer of pure incenfe 

That heaven's bleft gift beftows. 

E'en as the flowers waft each a feparate fragrance 

And different odours fhed ; 
So true love-gifts have aye a fpecial radiance 

Unto each talent wed. 

Some have a dower of beauty, where expreffion 
Is glowing like the rofe, [fion 

With colour, fcent, and brightnefs, whofe poffef- 
Woos funlight where it grows. 
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Some, like the violet, feek a lowly hiding 

*Neath leaflets green with fhade ; 
Others there are with grace in form abiding. 

In lovelieft guife arrayed. 

Emblem fo fweet of purity, outfliining 

All that high art can yield. 
Thy vefture white, beauty and grace combining, 

Thou lily of the field. 

May thy bright prefence dwell amongft us ever, 

Sweet fpirit of the Dove ; 
Nor life, nor death, can then have power to fever 

The tender bonds of Love. 
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THE NIGHT STAR. 



Star of the night, flied light on our dwelling, 
Beam on our hearts a luftre of thine own ; 

Thine is the fmile, all other ftars excelling, 
Guiding and cheering the friendlefs and lone. 

Thine is the light that the fouls who are keeping 
Watch in the night when the world is at reft. 

Crave to behold, tho* tears fadly weeping 
Tell of the forrow that dwells in the breaft. 

Weary of life, and adrift on its ocean. 

Reft from all comfort the world can beftow ; 

Caft on the (hore, overcome with emotion, 
Helpleflly tofs'd by the ebb and the flow. 



28 THE NIGHT STAR. 

Pole Star of Hope, thou art ceafeleflly guiding 
Thofe who are feeking to refcue the brave ; 

Beacon of light, to thy vigils confiding ; 
Succour will come, e'en the erring to fave. 

Thou haft the power to enable the lowly, 
Striving to work for the good of mankind, 

Ever to fee, in the night, calm and holy. 
Stars that enlighten the eyes of the mind. 

Songs in the gloom, when the sunlight has faded; 

Lays of the night, when the evelight has died ; 

Thefe Thou fhalt fing, when Thy life's path 

feems (haded. 
Hymning the chants that to ftar^ are allied. 
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THE SONG OF RUTH. 



" Entreat me not to leave thee," 
My fate is linked with thine ; 

The love that death hath hallow'd 
Doth bind thy heart to mine. 

The paft is dark with forrow, 

The future, all obfcure ; 
Whilft in the living prefent 

Our lot is, to endure. 

Life that thou deemed grievous. 

To me yet feemeth fair, 
If I can but relieve thee 

Of one fad thought or care. 
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The fifterhood of forrow 
Hath knit my foul to thine ; 

But thy fad cup with anguifh 
Hath o'erflow'd more than mine. 



Yea, weep thou on, my mother ; 

My tears were fhed in fhowers 
That fell, with power refrefhing, 

Like rain on withering flowers. 

And youth and hope united. 
Go forth with willing feet. 

The fun of confolation 
Ere early dawn to greet. 

Thy paft joys all are fhrouded 
And buried with the dead ; 

But fee ! the loving funlight 
Upon their graves is fhed. 



THE SONG OF RUTH. 3 1 

Oh ! had I none to cherifh, 

I*d plant thofe graves with flowers, 

To keep bright in my memory 
The bygone happy hours. 

Now, as fweet rofes flourifh 

Upon fome loft one's tomb, 
My love would rife to cheer thee, 

And fmile away thy gloom. 

For love is like a treafure — 

A mine of golden ftore — 
The deepeft, ever pureft. 

Of this moft precious ore. 

And hope, like fprings that rifmg 

Scorn the faft bonds of earth ; 
In life and glorious funlight, 

Rejoicing from their birth. 



32 THE SONG OF RUTH. 

Thy life's ftaff hath gone from thee, 
But for our lov*d one's fake, 

I would be like the willow. 
That bends, but will not break. 

Or, ever clofely clinging, 
Like fome luxuriant vine. 

The green of hope's bright foliage 
Around thee I would twine. 

Like plants that ftrong and vigorous 
Grow 'neath a drooping tree, 

Surrounding it with fragrance, 
Such would I be to thee. 

Thou fay eft, the Lord Jehovah 
Is God of Abraham ftill ; 

Then both the dead and living 
Are fubjeft to his will. 
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The famine that aforetime 

O'er thine own land was fpread, 

Hath pafs*d away, and plenty 
Now reigneth in its ftead. 

But when the fower planted 

Thofe fields of waving gold, 
He knew not he fhould gather 

A harveft manifold. 



Our forrow is a feed-time, 
And faith the one fmall grain 

That man doth fow in fadnefs 
To reap with joy again : 

Then if a full rich harveft 
We garner not on earth. 

We yet may gather gleaning 
In our fad time of dearth. 
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A(k me no more to leave thee, 
Entreat me not, I pray ; 

If thou wouldft journey homewards. 
With thee I'll wend my way. 

The country of my fathers. 
My kindred, all Til leave ; 

Thou 'rt dearer than the neareft. 
And unto thee I '11 cleave. 



My home fliall be where thou art. 

Thy country Ihall be mine ; 
Nought, nought fave death fliall part us, 

And this fliall be the fign. 

The Lord ! the Great Jehovah 
Henceforth my God fliall be ; 

My heart faith. He hath given 
Thee as a charge to me. 
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God made man in His likenefs, 

And fhall that image break 
Which in the purifying 

More perfeft He doth make ? 

Unlike a potter's vessel 

That 's fafliion*d but of clay, 
God gave to man a fpirit 

To work, to love, to pray. 
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THE JASMIN WREATH. 



I SOUGHT the fpirit of the jafmin flower, 

Long-time in vain, until one fummer eve 

I flood within a cottage porch, a bower 

Of trellis'd jafmin, where I tried to weave 

A fragrant wreath, whofe ftar-like bloflbms, 

(blent 
With richeft fancies, of dim twilight lent,) 
Brought thoughts that beam'd in the foft even- 
ing light. 
And forms that feem*d in graceful guife bedight ; 
Forms like thofe flowers that love the veilof night ; 
Thoughts that, like ftars, made the deep filence 
bright. 
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Then, as the chaplet dreamily I twin'd, 
A gleam of meaning dawn'd upon my mind, 
Too bright for fadnefs, and too pale for joy, 
Were the white flowers that gave me dulce 

employ. 
The flender leiaves around each floral gem. 
Like the dull fetting of a diadem, 
A crown of life, that ftill the imprefs bore 
Of fomething brighter it had known of yore, 
Or yet might know ; for hope hath evermore 
Stars for the darknefs in exhauftlefs (lore. 

The woven wreath was liftleflly laid down. 
When clofe befide me flood a darling child ; 
With gentleft touch he felt the jafmin crown, 
Then rais'd it to his infant brow, and fmiFd. 
The boy was fightlefs, and his calm fix*d eyes 
Refufed to tell a tale of glad furprife ; 
Yet rays of joy play*d over all his face, 
With a fubdued and e'en unwonted grace, 
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As if ftrange light flione on a fombre fpace, 
Marking the fpot as fome chafte, holy place 
Wherin an angel fmird a fond embrace. 

" Sifter, what is it ?" — " Love ! a ring of flowers, 
A gentle fpell that fiiently would fweep 
From placid eyes the fallen dew-drop fliowers, 
Like mothers* kiffes, when her child doth fleep. 
Is fiience darknefs, dear one ? Sight but touch ? 
Yet thou art happy, for thy life is fuch, 
That by the accents of a tender word, 
Amidft thy playmates, who in ftrife have 

err'd, 
Their inmoft hearts to feeling thou haft ftirr*d. 

" Oh ! that thy life be as a jafmin flower. 
Radiant in midnight, like a pale white ftar 
That mildly fhineth, ere the dawning hour. 
And as it dies, beams whitelier from afar. 
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Yes ! thy dear eyes like pureft jafmin flowers 
Gaze mutely on, as thefe in wreath or bowers, 
Unmov*d, unconfcious, that the winfome fmiie, 
Weaves round our hearts full many a gentle wile ; 
E*en as the leaflefs jafmin is thy doom, 
In cheerlefs winter fmiling with bright bloom. 
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VOICES. 



We hear voices in the twilight, in the lull of 

eventide, 
When loft in dreamland's free expanfe, thought 

wanders far and wide ; 
There are fhapes and forms in reveries, and 

faces bright and fair 
Oft mingle in the imagery which feems to float 

in air. 

There is mufic in thefe day-dreams; enrap- 
tured, unreftrain'd, 

There comes a found of melody, tho* 'tis yet 
unexplained ; 
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Now in unbroken filence, we hear the foft 

refrain 
Vibrate diftinftly in our ear, clear as a well 

known ftrain. 

There are voices too in nature, loft often in 

the mift 
Which hovers o*er our world of fenfe, and clouds 

our human wift ; 
There are faces in the flowers, fmiles of another 

world, 
Unheeded as their conftant bloom, thefe fcrolls 

are ne'er unfurl'd. 

There were voices in our childhood, we would 

recal in vain 
The tones of joyous greeting, loft in life's ftormy 

main ; 
The bufy tide has ebb'd and flowed, its murmurs 

deaden yet 
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The words, that were it not for love, we fhould 
well nigh forget. 

We hear voices of the dear ones, who round us 

clufter now, 
When the cheery genial hearthlight, plays 

brightly on their brow. 
But oh ! 'tis not the fire glow which decks their 

face to-night, 
Tis the halo of pure feeling, with rays of fond 

delight. 

There are voices of our home-world fink deep 

into the bread. 
Wherein the heart has won a place, a peaceful 

dove-like neft ; 
The clofe ties of affeflion may have been forely 

tried 
By earthly woes and fuffering, while fouls are 

purified. 
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We hear the gentled whifpers, low voices e*en 

refound 
With thrilling fweetnefs in our ear. Far dearer 

now we Ve found 
That hearts infpir^d with fervent truft, and with 

true love imprefs'd, 
Have woven fympathies with ours : we feel that 

we are blefs'd. 



44 



SEA-WEED. 



Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
Peace offerings of the fea ! 
Uptorn from ocean caves 
To float on ireful waves 
So helpleflly. 

Sea-weed ! fea-weed ! 
Ye ftorm-flowers of the fea ! 
Caft forth from ocean's bread 
In all its dire unreft 

So nithleflly. 

Sea- weed 1 fea-weed ! 
Gifts from the deep are ye ! 
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Bright, tender hued flowers 
That hung o*er ocean bowers 
So gracefully. 

Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
Flung from the reftlefs fea ; 
Whofe tidal waves upbore 
And left ye on the fhore 
So faithleflly. 

Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
Gay bloffoms of the fea ! 
That floating towards the ftrand, 
Now fliun, now feek the land 
So fitfully. 

Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
True children of the fea ! 
Drifting upon its foam, 
Ye leave your ocean home 
Unwillingly. 
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Sea- weed! fea-weed! 
Lovers of ocean ye ! 
Tho' manifold your guife, 
Ye fcorn to be earth's prize, 
And fade before our eyes 
So fleetingly. 

Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
Mourning the abfent fea, 
Your gay tints die away, 
E'en as we bid them ftay 
So earneftly. 

Sea-weed ! fea-weed ! 
Bright omens of the fea ! 
As if God's warning hand 
Had ftrewn ye on the fand 
Whereon life's hopes oft ftrand 
So mournfully. 
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Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
Offspring of forrow ye ! 
Whom changeful ftorm-waves bring 
And earthwards feem to fling 
Relentleflly. 

Sea-weed ! fea-weed ! 
A token from the fea ! 
That in dread time of ftorms 
Cafts forth its brighteft forms 
So hopefully. 

Sea-weed ! fea-weed ! 
Ye garlands of the fea ! 
Amidft the tears of brine, 
Ah ! do ye ever twine 
Around fome dear one's fhrine 
So mindfully ? 

Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
When fond hearts loft at fea 
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Sink into ocean waves, 
And reach your bow*ry caves, 
Do fea-weeds on their graves 
Bloom watchfully ? 

Sea-weed! fea-weed! 
Flowers of remembrance ye ! 
Bend low your drooping head 
Upon the ocean bed 
Of our beloved dead 

So tenderly. 

Sea-weed ! fea-weed ! 
A meffage from the fea ! 
A fign that in the deep. 
E'en in our laft long fleep 
Some form of love doth keep 
Us conftantly. 
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THE ROSE-BUDS. 



I HELD a floweret once, 

A pure white bud of rofe, 

Whofe love my fond heart knows — 

It oped its leaves awhile, 

Then drooping feemed to fmile. 

As if it would expand 

Beneath the gentle hand 

That took my ftainlefs flower 

Into the better land. 

I hold now in my hand 
Another bud of rofe, 
Whofe folded leaves enclofe 
A love-fpell yet unknown 
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We ftill may call our own — 
A fragrance in excefs 
Of all that words exprefs — 
A gift that fhall change tears 
To fmiles of happinefs. 

I prefs it to my lips, 
My winfome bud of rofe, 
Whofe dimpled leaves unclofe 
To greet the light of day : 
As if each loving ray 
Might linger on its way 
From the bright orb on high — 
A paffing beam from heaven 
Vouchfafes a fond reply. 

I'll wear it on my breaft, 
My tender bud of rofe, 
Whofe blufhing hues difclofe 
A power to glow or pale. 
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With aught that may avail 

To hide, or e'en to veil 

The bleffed mom and even, 

When rofy tinted clouds 

Are ftrewn 'tween earth and heaven. 

I'll hold it to my heart, 
My bonnie bud of rofe, 
Whofe very being flows 
And weaves itfelf with mine. 
As climbing rofes twine, 
Their opening buds impart 
To what they hold, a part 
Of their rich ftore of flowers — 
So bloom thou near my heart. 
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THE HOUSEHOLD HEART. 



The houfehold heart! the houfehold heart! 

thou fpirit of the home ! 
Through whofe foft genial influence, our choiceft 

bleffings come ; 
With thy continual prefence, our longing fouls 

infpire, 
That each may feel for others* weal, his warmeft 

heart's defire. 

The houfehold heart! the houfehold heart! 

like David's harp of old. 
An inflrument of many ftrings, with powers of 

love untold ; 
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For heart with heart unites to form, the deep 

harmonious chords, 
Whofe thrilling notes of fympathy, call forth 

moft tender words. 

The houfehold heart ! the houfehold heart ! that 

wondrous human lyre 
That echoeth refponfively, each feeling, each 

defire ; 
Soothing the heart's own bitternefs, vibrating 

with its joy, \ 

That 'neath an unknown touch grows mute, pale 

with the ftrange alloy. 

The houfehold heart ! the houfehold heart ! how 

beautiful the found 
Of children's voices ringing out, like mirthful 

bells around ! 
How warm the eager flufh of youth, the fparkling 

joy-lit eye ! 
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How beams it in the gladfome morn, of bright 
expeftancy ! 

The houfehold heart ! the houfehold heart ! 
whofe peaceful influence tells 

A tale of joy on manhood's face, weaves wo- 
man's gentle fpells ; 

Let age advance with ftealthy tread, e'en let it 
dim the eye, 

Paft forrow foothed, pad gladnefs fhared, ftill 
live in memory. 
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THE CHRISTMAS ROSE. 



Hail to thee ! thou Chriftmas rofe ! 
We would fing with heart and voice, 
Welcome to the queen of fnows ! 

Flower with the leaflets feven, 
Green as when the fummer light 
Fell in glowing rays from heaven. 

Like the fun of fairy fpheres, 
Thy wan face is luminous, 
E*en as if it fhone through tears. 

Robes of white, thy form enfold, 
While beftrewn with living green, 
Thou art crown'd with ftars of gold. 
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Thy chafte flower begins to bloom 
When the earth is fain to fleep, 
When the day looks forth with gloom. 

Fairy ! thou a charm canft tell 
To difperfe this flumberous mood. 
Difenchant us with thy fpell. 

Whil'st the fnow-flakes foftly fall 
On the frozen plains and bowers, 
See, life rifes from the pall ! 

Life has rifen from the earth 
In the form of a bright flower. 
Death has given us a new birth. 



MIDNIGHT. 



There is a fpirit calleth fouls to prayer, 
When folemn filence o'er all nature reigns ; 

There is ferenity beyond compare 
In the deep awe the hallowed night retains. 

A holy feeling glows within the breaft, 
Begetting peaceful life and pureft love ; 

The body fhares the univerfal reft ; 
As if entranced, the fpirit foars above, 

There to behold with clearer, furer eyes 
Its dwelling in the better, brighter land ; 

With faith renewed, the enlightened foul doth rife 
To greet the day-fpring which is nigh at hand. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE YEAR. 



" I am rifing from the old year's grave 

The fpirit of the new ; 
With garb as yet unftain'd by time, 

Untinged by earthly hue. 
I know not whether fmiles or tears 
Will mark my courfe. In after years 
The knowledge comes, of joys long part, 
Of forrow finding peace at laft 

** The morrow takes thought for itfelf." 

I read the words in light. 
Oh ! cloud not future hours with care, 

Tho' days fhould feem lefs bright 
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Than when they dawn'd in childhood's years. 
Perchance your fight is dimm'd thro' tears, 
And gladnefs in the heart doth feem 
To die away, like fome fair dream. 

Oh! ye who wake the notes of joy, 

Remember thofe who weep ; 
Yet not with forrow, but with hope, 

The new year's vigil keep; 
Bind ftill more clofely cords of love 
Around your hearts, that ye may prove 
AfTeftion will for ever laft. 
Where perfeft truft hath fear outcaft. 

Where foul is knit to kindred foul. 

Death is no dreaded gueft ; 
Endow'd with power to funder all 

That maketh life here bleft. 
He fets his feal upon the pad 
With an enduring peace 
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That hallows love until it bids 

Overwhelming forrow ceafe. 

Then if the hand of death fhould feem 

To ftrike a bond in twain, 
Deem not ye hold a fevered link, 

It will unite again. 
Know that affeftion dieth not. 
The heart's fond hopes are ne'er forgot ; 
And where the earthly tie feems riven 
Hands, living hands, join it in heaven. 
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FAIRY SONG. 



Around thy baby head 
A vigil fure we keep, 
As handmaids of the beautiful, 
We children of the wonderful 
Surround thee in thy fleep. 

Befide thy lowly bed 

A guardian angel (lands, 

Whilft fairy fingers twine a wreath 

Of flowers, whofe ever fragrant breath 

Is wafted through our hands. 

The light upon thy face 
Plays quiveringly awhile, 
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As if anon a gleefome thought 
Unto thy baby lips had taught 
The language of a fmile. 

Upon thy flumbrous eyes 

Our tiny fingers prefs ; 

While diftant mufic charms thine ear 

With loving murmurs, ever near 

To whifper tendernefs. 
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'' PEACE BE WITH THEE." 



" Peace be with thee!" 'tis the new year's 
greeting, high ; 

The inward prayer that faith doth waft on 
The deep defire of many a true pulfe beating 

With fervent hope that forrow come not nigh. 

" Peace be with thee !" in thy pure affeftions, 
Both now and ever, may'st thou find repofe ; 

The loving truft that bygone recoUeftions 
Serve but to ftrengthen 'till it holier grows. 

" Peace be with thee !" when a wailing fweetnefs 
Is all that's left of life's once joyous fong. 

The heartuntried knows not its truecompletenefs, 
For joy and forrow to its chords belong. 
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SYMPATHY. 



There is within the heart 

A fount which teems with love ; 

When pure, the well-fpring is divine, 
It has its fource above. 

There rings within the ear 

A fympathetic word, 
Whofe tones within the bofom thrill 

Whene'er the found is heard. 

There is within the breaft 

A ftill interior voice. 
Which bids us weep with thofe who weep, 

And in their joy rejoice. 
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SONG OF THE FLOWERS. 



Tho' the world refufe to liften, 
With an unbelieving heart, 

Brightly ft ill, earth's jewels gliften, 
Truths of heaven to impart. 

Ponder well ! behold the traces 
Of a wondrous Spirit power. 

Giving life to countlefs races. 
To enjoy the heavenly dower. 

There is life with beauty glowing 
On the earth where all is good. 

There 's an ever conftant fowing 
Of the feeds for mental food. 
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There are faces too in nature, 
Types of truth too oft ignor'd ; 

Shadowing forth in every creature 
Living emblems of the Word. 

There are faces in the flowers, 
Smiles of joy are beaming where 

Cryftal gems bedew the bowers, 
And love's incenfe fills the air. 



There *s an unfeen fpirit-prefence 
In the fcent each bloflbm gives ; 

Vibrating with the pleafance 
Of the love from whence it lives. 

I have fought the hues of feeling. 
And have found them in the flowers, 

The changeful moods revealing 

That each blooming breaft embowers. 
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I have marked the leaves of myrtle 

In their odorous evergreen ; 
And I faw the modeft kirtle 

Of a maiden thro' their fheen. 



With a feldom flowVing bloffom, 

I beheld the leaflets ftill, 
Like the maiden in her bofom, 

Cherifh conftant, loving will. 

Then, upon the violet gazing, 
In the depths of azure clear, 

I could read a fpell upraifmg 

Thoughts which reach another fphere. 

For a fpirit-face was mirrored 
In that more than earthly blue, 

And in light as if transfigured, 
Clofe befide white violets grew. 
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I have never feen expreflion 
Such as this, fave in the eyes 

Of a child, whofe fweet poffeflion 
We have loft to Paradife : 



Where our little flow ret fhineth 
In Our Father's garden-fold ; 

Whilft our heart's emotion fhrineth 
Fragrance fuch as violets hold. 

Say ! when Nature's fcroU unfolding 
With a faithful fearching hand, 

May not man rejoice, beholding 
Emblems of a better land. 
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MIGNONETTE. 



Sweet mignonette ! Fain would I find for thee 
• Some trope well worthy of thy modeft guife, 
Some matchlefs quality, that all fhould prize 
The penfive fmile thou veileft in thine eyes. 

Dear mignonette ! 



Much of youth's frefhnefs dwelleth in the hues 
Of varied green that o'er thy flower are fpread ; 
Whilft, like the auburn locks, on fome fair head, 
Of cluftVing curls, a warm brown tint is fhed 

O'er mignonette ! 
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Unlike thy compeers, delicately frail, 
That bloom but for a feason on the earth, 
Thou, ftrong and hardy from thine earlieft birth, 
Hale, undifmay'd, do'ft brave the wintry dearth, 

Blithe mignonette ! 

Like one who wins not by an outward garb 
The flattVing notice of a paffer by ; 
Unmindful of thy mild obfervant eye, 
Unheedful of thy half-reproachful figh. 

Meek mignonette ! 

But looking clofer — fail we there to trace 
The rare intelligence, calm, clear, and bright, 
Like diftant ftars on fome fair fummer*s night. 
When nearer orbs obfcure the deeper light. 
Their dazzling beauties veiling from our fight. 

Chafte mignonette ! 
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And thy fweet fragrance — what fimilitude 
To thy bleft effluence fhall we deem the beft ? 
Of bright reality, of earneft zeft, 
Thy hidden worth doth nobly bear the teft. 

Pure mignonette ! 

Thy fteadfaft purpofe, fterling fenfe of right ; 
Thy tender fragrance, kind, and gentle mien ; 
Thy heavenward gaze, thy meek and lowly fheen 
Have charms for all, as love and truth were e'en 

With mignonette ! 
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ON THE LOSS OF TWO CHILDREN. 



Lord ! who hath called our little ones to dwell 

within Thy fold 
We *d fuffer them to come to Thee, like children 

cairdofold, 
When thou, the Lamb of God, didft come on 

earth to live and die, 
That we might learn to follow Thee into thy 

fold on high. 

Lord ! who didft ftill the troubled fea, and hufh 

the ftormy wind. 
We pray Thee, calm the tide of grief that rufhes 

o*er our mind ; 
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We fain would hear thy " Peace be ftill", deep, 

deep, within the breaft. 
That we may feel " It is thy will" through fuffer- 

ing we are bleft. 

Oh ! Prince of Peace ! that reft we crave ; the 

peace that Thou haft left 
Unto thy followers here below, when of all 

hopes bereft. 
Save of the ONE great hope of all, eternal life 

with Thee, 
When from the weary coil of earth, the fpirit 

fhall be free. 

Our little ones, whom men call dead, we know 

that they have flept 
The fleep that hath no waking here — ^we think 

how Jefus wept 
When He beheld fond Mary's tears, and her 

befeeching eyes 
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Seek his for comfort. Then he faid to Lazarus, 
'^Arife." 

We have not feen our darlings rife, to gladden us 

on earth, 
But angel guardians, ever near, have hailed their 

fpirit birth— 
Thofe wondrous angels, who behold, the Father's 

face in heaven. 
Unto whofe fond and watchful care, our little 

ones are given. 

Our Shepherd careth for his fheep, his cherifh'd 

lambs he holds 
With tender bleffings to his breaft ; his fhielding 

arm enfolds 
Our lov'd ones, whom he now hath calFd, unto 

his fold above 
To learn fome heavenly ufe of life, to do his 

works of love. 
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When, through the deepening haze of night, we 

fee fome tiny ftar 
Shine down on us with loving beam, we *11 deem 

them not afar, 
Our boy and girl ; tho* tears obfcure and dim our 

mortal fight. 
The fpirit full of faith looks up, and fees their 

forms of light. 

When we behold earth's little ones, their win- 

fome gentle wiles, 
We *11 think we fee reflefted there, our own 

dear angels' fmiles ; 
Believing that in Heaven above, they live and 

love us yet ; 
Like ftars, they chain our upward gaze, when 

joy's bright orb hath fet. 
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THE ANGEL OF SLEEP. 



Sleep is a holy place 
And they that enter in 
Should caft away their fin 
Before the gate. 

Sleep is a houfe of peace ; 
He who would enter there 
Within the courts of prayer 

Should cleanfe his thoughts 

Sleep is a hand unfeen 
That holds a tangled fkein, 
Unwinding it again, 

Its threads to free. 
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A fweet mufician, fleep, 
That fweepeth o*er the ftrings, 
And tuneful meafure brings, 
In flumber deep. 

Sleep is a mighty voice, 
A fummons far and near. 
** Draw nigh, in love and fear," 
*' Beloved, fleep !" 



IL 

The Angel of the night 
Came as the fhadows fell. 
And wove his potent fpell 
Of love to man. 

The outcaft feeks in vain 
A place to lay his head ; 
A peaceful, lowly bed 

To be at reft. 
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The vefper call of prayer 
Doth change his couch of ftone 
Into a yielding throne 

Of angels' arms. 

While gentle fpirits breathe 
Into his weary ear : 
Aik, for thy God is near ; 
The homelefs he doth hear, 
And giveth fleep. 

Sleep, my beloved, fleep. 
I bear the bright beheft 
That bids ye be at reft. 
Like John on Jefus' breaft 
In truftful love. 
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IIL 

A way-worn traveller falls 
Befide life's toilfome road, 
For none will fhare his load 
Of grief and woe. 

The Angel reads the words 
Frefli from the Book of Life, 
With fweet compaflion rife, 
And pitying love. 

" Now come thou unto me, 
Caft thy fad burden down, 
In heaven there is a crown 
For patient toil." 



IV. 



Upborne within a figh, 
A trembling whifper came, 
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Straight as an arrowy flame 
To cleave its way. 

"Lord, let me feel Thee nigh, 
Tho* I be tempeft-toft, 
Once loved, I am not loft. 

Thy love is might." 

Again, the Angel's voice 
Speaks words that quell the fea 
Of human mifery. 

" Peace and be ftill." 



V. 

Around fome loved one's bed 
The care-worn watchers ftand ; 
The Angel's swift command 
Bids him " Arife." 
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" Seek thou thy Father s houfe, 
Thy foul hath borne the teft 
Of life, and unconfefs'd 
Hath yearned for the reft 

Thou feek'ft in heaven," 



VI. 

Again the Angel ftands 
To foothe fome fufferer*s pain, 
Who moans with diftraught brain 
In agony. 

The words are whifpered low ; 
*" Ere morn thou (halt rejoice, 
For thou fhalt hear His voice 
Who giveth fleep. 

Thou fhalt not ftrive or cry, 
He hears thy fainteft figh, 
Pitying He doth reply, 

' Beloved, fleep !' " 
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MAY BLOSSOM. 



LiKEfome bright prefence, myfticfpells revealing, 
Unwonted frefhnefs, most delicious feeling 
Doft thou call forth, when o'fer the fenfes ftealing 
Thy fragrance waketh thoughts that will not 
bear concealing, 

Sweet fcented bloom of May. 

Like joyous fmiles, when fome fair child awaketh 
To gladfome daylight, ere its laughter breaketh 
Forth into found, fo that unfilence maketh 
The charm of eyes that flumber now forfaketh, 
Like opening buds of May. 
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Like fome good angel, whofe foft wings un- 
folding, 
Shed nought fave kindnefs, fo that all beholding 
The Ihadow feek, as if communion holding 
With blooming thoughts that leave to us their 
moulding, 

In our fpring-time of May. 

Like deeds of love, the incenfe of affedlion 
Infpires the wifli to find the juft diretSion 
Of thought and will ; fo that in age refledlion 
May have rich ftore of bright hued recolledlion, 
Like winter's fruit of May. 
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FOREBODINGS. 



Oh ! what is that foreboding fadnefs 
We all have known and felt ? 

When other eyes were lit with gladnefs, 
O'er ours a fhadow dwelt. 

There is in human fouls a feeling 
Which, like the twilight's hour, 

Forecafts the gloom of night, revealing 
The coming fhades that lower. 

The brighteft fpots of our exiftence 

Are treafur'd in the heart ; 
Oft in the dim and fhadowy diftance. 

It feels the coming dart. 
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E'en in the funfhine of our childhood, 

We fhed fome pafling tears ; 
But oft in noonday hour of manhood, 

The funlight difappears. 

When hearts with joyfulnefs are beating, 
When dear ones round us cling — 

And with bright fmiles and tender greeting, 
Earth's lovelieft offerings bring — 

When nought but happinefs furrounds us — 

When thofe we love are nigh — 
With every bleffing fhower'd around us, 

Whence comes that deep-drawn figh ? 

'Tis that in happieft hours, a feeling 

Within our breaft foretels 
The conning clouds of darknefs, ftealing 

O'er fcenes where joy now dwells. 
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Is joy, then, ever tinged with forrow ? 

Oh ! deem not, think not, fo ; 
To every day fucceeds a morrow, 

Whofe brightnefs time will fhow. 

Sorrow feems near akin to pleafure ; 

Oft have our inmoft hearts 
Felt both, as in a tuneful meafure, 

An air of twofold parts. 
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DAYS OF YORE. 



Oh ! the pleafant days of yore ! 
When all forrow was no more 

Than a word, 
Neither felt nor underftood, 
More than voices in a wood 

That are heard ; 
Though we wift not far or nigh, 
And we lift not the reply 

Echo ftirred ; 
Or it might have been the cry 
That a bird in paffing by 

Sadly fmote 
On the fympathifmg air 
That her neft is lone and bare, 
Now her neftlings are not there. 

Sorrow's note. 



88 DAYS OF YORE. 

Oh ! the wandering weftem wind, 
With a figh, doth call to mind 

Word or tone ! 
And with fomething of regret 
For the joyful times that yet 

Seemed our own. 
Now the fecrets of the paft, 
We may read aright at laft — 

They are fown ; 
Like the ftars that on the deep 
Shine when tiny wavelets leap 

Into fight, 
When the night is well nigh o'er. 
And they break upon the fhore, 

There is light. 

Whilft then placidly we breathe 
Truftful words, let memory fheathe 
Saddening thoughts, or elfe enwreathe 
With a zone, 
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Whereon hope hath broidered flowers, 
In the filent folemn hours 

When alone 
We have kept the vigil thought 
With the leflbns time hath wrought 

For our own. 

When the eve-light flowly dies, 
As night's fhadow foftly lies. 
Like a lid on weary eyes, 

On the fun ; 
When the rippling wavelets keep 
A low cadence in their fleep, 

" Day is done." 
In the night time there is light, 
And afar in regions bright 

Dawn 's begun : 
For the funlight never dies. 
Save in other climes to rife, 

And a ray 
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Of the foul-light God hath given 
(Love imbreath^d) flies to heaven, 
When we pray. 

Oh ! the fhinimering wavelets gleam 
With ftar-kifles when they feem 

But to weep. 
Yet their ceafelefs mufic fwells 
With a rhythmic found that tells 

That they keep 
Murm'ring foftly o'er and o*er, 
Lulling fongs upon the fhore 

Of the deep : 
Or it may be tones that are 
Loving refponfe to fome ftar 

That among 
All the fhining, ftellar hoft, 
Seemeth neareft, deareft moft 

Of the throng. 
Looking down upon the feas, 
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Calling forth fweet harmonies, 
Earned deeds and miniflries 

That belong 
To the fpirit of the waves, 
To the blefled Law that faves 

Earth for heaven. 
In unceafing ebb and flow 
Of the life tides here below. 

Love is given. 



" I AM THE WAY, THE TRUTH, AND 
THE LIFE." 



In the folemn midnight ftiUnefs, my fpirit 

feemed to wake. 
Entranced in the land of dreams, I gazed upon 

a lake. 
From whence the living waters flowed, upon the 

brow of earth. 
And fed the germs of heavenly truth, to which 

the mind gives birth. 

When to Siloam's pool of old, the fightlefs man 

was fent. 
Stricken with awe and wonderment, but full of 

faith he went, 
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)eying the beheft of Him, whofe name he yet 

ignored, 
t fought the water's healing power, and found 

his fight reftor'd. 

len there was light within the foul, of one who 

was bom blind, 
ight hope arofe within his bread, glad peace 

illumed his mind ; 
)r he had felt the Hand of love that changed 

his night to day, 
^holding Jefus he adored, the Life, the Truth, 

the Way. 

ethought I faw the ftreams of truth, flow 

onwards as of old, 
nfealing eyes that long had fought, the pure 

light to behold ; 
f water and the fpirit then, men's fouls were 

born anew 
ito a world of inner life, the outward to renew. 
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KIND WORDS. 



Within our inmoft foul 
We feel an unkind word ; 

It pierces through the heart, 
Like a t\*'o-edged fword. 

Oh ! fhun an angry gaze, 

Quell bitter thoughts of ftrife, 

Let gentle words be heard 
In tones with kindnefs rife. 

For each impatient word 
Kindles a fpark of ire ; 

Tis like a burning brand 
Thrown on flumb'rinff fire. 
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Our feelings often flow 

Deep hidden in the breaft ; 
E'en when we deem they fleep, 

A word will break their reft. 

Thro' forrow's chilling blaft, 

Thro' wanderings dull and drear, 

Love undifmay'd will laft, 
When kind words meet our ear. 
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"AND JESUS CALLED A LITTLE 
CHILD UNTO HIM." 



Clouded with a mournful prefage, 
Sadden'd looks the watchers wear ; 

Dire forebodings of a meflage 
Seem to fill the lifelefs air. 

From the realms of heaven defcending, 
Comes a meffenger of love ; 

Earthwards fwiftly he is wending, 
With a fummons from above. 

Fafter fpeeds the bright death-angel 
With a miflion from his Lord ; 

Words which the infpired evangel, 
His apoftle doth record. 
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Nearer, nearer, ever nearer, 

Lift ! it is the angel's wings ; 
Clearer, clearer, ever clearer, 

Sound the tidings that he brings. 

This fair minifter of heaven 

O'er a fleeping infant fmiFd ; 
Unto him beheft was given. 

To releafe the fuflfering child. 

Now a filence rapt and holy 

Warns the mourners Death is near ; 

Anxious, awe-ftruck, breathing flowly, 
Surely they behold him here. 

'Tis a foft and foothing whifper. 
Tells the child that he is nigh — 

With a fmile the little fleeper 

Breathes unheard the laft low figh. 
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Child belov'd ! Tis Jefus calls thee. 
E'en as thofe He called of old ; 

Earthly garb no more enthralls thee, 
Thou art gathered to His fold. 
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ADELAIDE ANNE PROCTER. 



Sweet fongftrefs ! in a dream of thee, 

I faw a bird arife ; 
Meet emblem of thy minftrelfy, 

True poet of the fkies. 

Methought, that thro' the mifts of dawn 

A fkylark rofe, and fang 
His welcome carol to the morn, 

Till in our hearts there rang 

Loud echoes of thofe thrilling notes 
That found like fome refrain 

Caught from an angel's fong that floats. 
Now heard — now loft again. 
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Still, ftill the dulcet numbers fall, 
The warbler foars, and fings, 

As if refponfive to a call, 
His upward flight he wings. 

Higher and higher doth he rife, 

Until our earthly fight 
Lofeth his fhadow in the fkies, 

Where all around is light 

Dear poet ! thine the flcylark's lore, 
Thine are the heartening lays, 

The earneft thoughts that evermore 
Break forth in love and praife. 
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THE VIOLET. 



MEEK-brow'd fairy ! violet queen, 
Could we gaze on thee awhile, 

We fhould gather words, I ween, 
From the language of thy fmile. 

Hidden meanings furely dwell 
Undifcover'd in thy flower ! 

Fairy ! did we know thy fpell, 
We fhould feel thy loving power. 

Od'rous incenfe thou doft waft 
From thy cell in perfum'd fighs ; 

Like a gleaming golden fhaft, 
Is the light within thine eyes. 
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Glift'ning dew-drop we have feen. 
As a bright ftar in a tear 

Shining through the purple fheen, 
Like thine eyes, thou fairy dear ! 
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HAIRBELLS. 



I SOUGHT upon the moorlands, the quiet that 

in vain 
I crav*d for in the bufy haunts, of life's o'er- 

trodden plain ; 
I thirfted for the fountains, that fed the tiny 

rills, 
Too full of joy for filence : fweet mufic of the 

hills. 

I liften'd for the voices, the fairy fongs of eld, 

I longed for the highland fays, the olden times 
beheld ; 

I watch'd in vain — tho' many things, the grace- 
ful imprefs bore, 

That marked each as a treafure-trove, left from 
the days of yore. 
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The ftill air of the mountains, grew mufical 

withal, 
As when long lingVing echoes, the hark'ning 

fenfe enthral ; 
As tho* aerial ocean-barks, fail'd thro' the waves 

of found. 
Breaking their tuneful cadence, with each light 

gladfome bound. 

Then all the merry bells ring out, gay peals to 

greet the fun, 
Tho' mute to crowds their chimes may be, the 

hairbells every one 
Wave forth a welcome to the light — a fong unto 

the morn, 
As gleeful as the angels fmg, when a new ftar is 

born. 
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CRADLE SONG. 



Sleep, baby, fleep ! 
Angels watch over thee, 
And with good influence keep 
All harm away from thee. 

Sleep, baby, fleep ! 

Smile, baby, fmile ! 
Angels bend over thee ; 
Thou art yet free from guile, 
Guilelefs may they keep thee. 

Smile, baby, fmile ! 

Refl:, baby, reft ! 
When years roll over thee, 
Let the thoughts in thy breaft. 
Then, as now, childlike be. 

Reft, baby, reft ! 
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ACONITE. 



Aconite ! thy ball of gold 
Rifeth through the winter's cold ; 
Like a harbinger of fpring, 
Is thy golden offering. 

Piercing through unyielding mould, 
Leaves of ftar-like form unfold ; 
Guisfed in rich verdant hues, 
Sparkling with foft brilliant dews. 

Like a tiny clenched hand, 
Seldom do thy flowers expand ; 
Leaflets with compreffion clafp 
Tight, like fingers in a grafp. 
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Love-created flower thou art, 
Truth imbued in every part ; 
Kindnefs dwelleth in thy bread, 
Lulling every fenfe to reft. 

Fairy feeds of life and death 
Are enclofed within thy fheath ; 
Thou doft hold a twofold power 
In thy fimple winter flower. 

Love perverted doth create 
Feelings near akin to hate ; 
Knowledge in one grafp doth hold 
Poifons dire and mines of gold. 

Elfin of the golden globe, 
We thy hidden virtues probe ; 
Soothe us with thy honied words. 
Bind our reftleffnefs with cords. 
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Arm^d with a fhield of faith, 
Art can refcue life from death. 
Poifons dire but ferve to tell 
How all-powerful is love's fpell. 
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THE POET. 



Seek infpiration from the flowers, 

And woo it of the wind, 
Whofe murmurs linger in the bowers, 

Like thoughts within the mind. 

Bend o'er each tiny flower and leaf. 
Search out each promife bright ; 

Cherifh thy childhood's fond belief 
In living forms of light. 

Yearn not a moment for the fruit 
Which charms thy fancy's gaze ; 

But look thou deeper to the root 
That no harfh froft decays. 
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Doft thou behold that ripen'd glow, 

Rich as the funfet gold ? 
Ah ! heed it not, fuch life -tides flow 

In ftreams both ftrange and cold. 

'Twere better far to truft the breeze 

Than lovelinefs fo frail ; 
Ere long thofe hues muft ceafe to pleafe, 

Ere long that flufh will pale. 

Search out the nobler aims of life. 

Subdue all ftubborn will ; 
So (halt thou conquer in the ftrife 

By purpofe firm and ftill. 

Do hope's bright promifes beguile 
Thy mind to flumber deep ? 

Arife ! for energy can fmile, 
Whilft indolence muft weep. 
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Wouldft thou learn high and noble things 

From Earth's myfterious book ? 
With earneft, pure, imaginings 

Upon life's pages look. 

Leffons of wifdom dwell thereon, 

Leffons of beauty, too ; 
Where'er the radiant fun hath fhone, 

Lies promife fair and true. — 

Beneath the oak tree's grateful fhade ; 

Upon the mountain fteep ; 
Where dewy verdure clothes the glade ; 

Befide the rivers deep. 

Where'er the mighty torrent roars 

Into the dark abyfs ; 
Where'er the flying eaglet foars. 

Are endlefs ftores of blifs. 
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Where'er the rippling waters flow, 
Where'er the moonbeams fall, 

Where'er the tides with mufic low 
The lift'ning ear enthrall. — 

Where'er a beauteous evening ftar 
Looks out from heaven's high dome ; 

In every objeft near and far, 
The poet fees a home. 
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PRAYER. 



Is there a fpirit where contention 

Has rous*d the fire fo long reprefs*d ? 

Is there a mind wherein diffenfion 

Has caft afide the heavenly gueft ? 

That deep-entranced foul devotion 

Which breathes not, where a wandering thought 

Can lead aftray, the fweet emotion, 

With which our heart-felt prayers are fraught. 
A bright unfeigned flame fhould rife 
From our foul's altar to the (kies. 
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Is there a fpirit fad and lonely, 
Weary of life, and earth-like care ? 
Know, then, that ftrength is given only 
Through tender hands to fouls in prayer. 
Is there a darkfome dull oppreflion 
Enchains the mind that fain would rife ? 
Where eye and ear know no impreflion, 
Blind, deaf, and mute, the fpirit fighs. 
Then wake thou, dill, interior voice, 
Thou pra/rful fpirit ; rife ; rejoice. 
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SLEEP. 



Unutter'd prayer was borne on high, 

Wafted on wings of faith : 
It fped fo fwiftly, that low figh, 

That half-expiring breath. 

Fleeter than bird e'er wing*d its flight 

Thro' the cerulean air, 
Uprofe that figh, thro' forrow's might, 

And took the form of prayer. 

Fafter than free expanfive thought 

Could (hape itfelf a guife, 
Or e'er ideal conception fraught * 

With imag'ry could rife. 



Il6 SLEEP. 

Swifter than arrow ever fped, 

Piercing the freed fpace ; 
That heartfelt afpiration fled 

To feek Our Father's face. 

There fell from heaven, in folded guife, 

The femblance of a fhroud ; 
Whofe fleecy vapours veiled the eyes 

As with a fummer cloud. 

Like a foft fhadow, was the veil, 
Heaven's refponfe to a prayer, 

Sigh'd forth from lips, fo wan and pale. 
They told a tale of care. 

Eyes that beheld the light through tears, 

Now clofe in balmy fleep ; 
No more may grief and trembling fears 

Their care-worn vigils keep. 
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New forms of thought in dreams are born, 

Shades of the pad appear ; 
Hearts that erewhile felt fo forlorn, 

Now welcome friends once dear. 



Vifions of beauty, too, are rife. 
Behold inftru6lion there ; 

For teachings from the inner life 
Are fanftified by prayer. 
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IVY. 



Pleasure that fpringeth 

From memory, 
Ivy that clingeth 

Unto a tree ; 
Silently maketh 

Into a ftirine ; 
Never forfaketh, 

Where once it doth twine. 

Ivy that flingeth 

A loving embrace, 

To whatever it clingeth 
Imparting a grace ; 

With long trailing branches 
It fcreeneth all need. 
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And tenderly {launches 

The wounds that may bleed. 

So memory changeth 

The furface of things, 
Unbiddenly rangeth 

On long-folded wings — 
The hopes that up-fpringing 

The greenwood among, 
The voices, whofe ringing 

Made life a glad fong ; 

The worth of a treafure 

That cannot be told — 
The fulnefs of meafure 

That memory doth hold — 
The tender embraces 

We never forget ; 
Whilft the look of dear faces 

Seems haunting us yet. 
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THE ROSARY. 



I'll tell my beads. The chain that memory 
flingeth 

Around my heart, hath many a precious ftone, 
Richly befet with pureft gold, that ringeth 

Clear to the touch that wakes each loving tone. 

This ftone a gift — and this bright gem a token 
Of the heart-funfhine that affeftion gives. 

Thefe links of gold, we hold then; ftill unbroken. 
Thus ever clafp them, for the fpirit lives. 
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Each winged thought that pierceth through the 
diftance, 

Clearing its way fo fwiftly through the haze 
Of the dim paft, and with a fweet perfiftence 

Seeks to reftore the things of bygone days. 

ril tell my beads. With deepeft, holieft feelings 
We gather pearls ; meet for the fpirit's fhrine, 

By memory dower*d. Whilft ftars, like hope's 
revealings, 
Shine thro' the darknefs with a light divine. 
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NEW YEAR'S DAY. 



Another year the reaper binds, within a fheaf 

of Time ; 
We liften to the found of bells, and know the 

harveft chime ; 
" The old old year is waning faft," — thus rings 

the fad refrain. 
To tell of forrow that is paft. — Now *tis a joyful 

ftrain, 
That woos our inmoft hearts to fong, to greet 

the coming year, 
Our feelings fraught with faith and " love, that 

cafteth out all fear." 
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The ripened grain of life's good deeds, is ga- 
thered now anew, 

And kept in heaven as treafure for, the loving 
and the true ; 

Our lighted afpirations there, our a6lions at the 
bed, 

Are fifted for the motive-thoughts, and by the 
angels threftied 

The flail of Tribulation may, have fevered ill 
from good, 

That longing hearts may glean on earth, and 
tafte the heavenly food. 



O'er this new year before us, a blefling we 

implore, 
God of the Harveft ! grant to us. Thy aid to 

garner (lore. 
Let not the moth of vanity, or felfifh worldly 

ruft, 
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Break thro' our purpofe, ftrengthened by, a 

fervent child-like truft ; 
A knowledge that whatever befal, is ftill at thy 

beheft, 
Alike in forrow and in joy, thy children aye are 

bleft. 

The aspirations of the mind, the feelings of the 

heart, 
Are known full well to Thee, oh Lord ! Do 

Thou Thy ftrength impart, 
Illume us with Thy light of Truth — infpire us 

with Thy love, 
That we may live a life of ufe, and like the 

feeking dove, 
Find when the earth-life ftorms are o'er, a 

peaceful place of reft, 
In the homes which Thou prepareft, for the 

dwellings of the bleft. 
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